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Centenary Celebration

nf the Sorivty of Marg

1917

The January Number of The Exponent will carry “stories” of
December “College Day” Celebrations.
As we go to press, the following program of “College Day”
is being carried out:

PROGRAM OF
December 11—COLLEGE DAY—December 11

COLLEGE CHAPEL

-

-

- 9:30 A.M.

Solemn Pontifical Mass will be celebrated by
HIS EMINENCE, JAMES CARDINAL GIBBONS
The Centenary Sermon will be delivered by
VERY REV. EDWARD PACE, D.D., Ph. D., LL.D.
Rector of the Catholic University of America,
Washington, D. C
Solemn Benediction will be celebrated by

MOST REV. HENRY MOELLER, D. D.

MEMORIAL HALL

-

-~—

- 8:15 P.M.

Addresses by
HON. DAVID I. WALSH, A.B., LL.D.
Former Governor of Massachusetts

VERY REV. JOHN CAVANAUGH, C. S. C.
President of Notre Dame University
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Christmas
J. Dean McFaruanp, 718
This blessed night

Than day more bright,
A marvelous Child was born.
The mother-maid
*Pon straw It laid,
In stable weather-worn.

From out the sky
The angels fly
To tell this wondrous thing.
And shepherds hear
With growing fear
The heavenly song they sing.
To David’s town
Of scant renown
The shepherds wend their way
And find a Child
That God-like smiled
As in the crib It lay.
On bended knees
In prayer knelt these
Before the God-made-man.
Of humble mind

They quick divined
Jehovah’s saving plan.
Wake! slumbering earth,

Honor the birth
Of Christ thy new-born King.
Glory to God,

To the down-trod
Peace may this Christmas bring.

THE S. M. C. EXPONENT

Christmas Messages
ALVIN KERSTING, 718

HE most beautiful message ever delivered to man was that
of the Angels on that Holy Night, when they sang those
heavenly strains to the shepherds: “Glory to God in the

Highest, and Peace on earth to men of good will.”
This beautiful refrain was heard by the shepherds, because their
hearts were in tune with it. Simple, though they were, nevertheless
they heard the voices that others could not hear; they saw the visions
others could not see, because their hearts were ready.

When the shepherds heard this sublime message they immediately followed its echo over the hills to Bethlehem. There they found
the Infant Prince of Peace, wrapped in swaddling clothes and lying
ina manger. They found Him Whom all men seek today
; they found
the Author of Peace, because peace reigned in their hearts. In the
years that followed, the shepherds bore in their hearts that refrain,

long after others heard it no more. Yet, it was wafted far and wide.
The message reached the ears of the Magi in distant East. They
saw the lighted message, beckoning in the sky.

They, too, followed

its promptings and arrived at the birthplace of the King of Peace.

They were not too proud to pay homage to the Infant Prince and
King. They brought Him the gold of love, myrrh of sufferings, and

the fragrant incense of prayer.

Kings and nations are yearning to hear this wondrous message

of the Angels, and to find the Author of Peace again today, but is
the heart of the world ready? Scarcely can the message be heard,
because of the rancor and jealousy which fill the world today. It
was not so with the shepherds. The Magi, the Wise Kings from
the East were not too proud to listen to the message of those who

brought them the gospel of peace.

Would that the Kings and Em-

perors of our day had been quite as wise and quite as humble as
those of that day, and heeded, too, the message of the representative

of the God of Peace.

But their hearts were not ready, and they

heeded not the divine admonition, but stained their hands in bloody
strife.
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Will the Angelic refrain be heard this year on Christmas? Who
knows? When minds and hearts of men are purified and subdued,
then will they bow down and adore again the Infant Jesus, the Prince

of Peace, and only then will they hear again the sublime message:
“Peace on Earth, to Men of Good Will.”

Ca

The Christmas Spirit of Today
CarL MUELLER, 720

NCE again the spirit of Yule-tide is fast descending upon

us. The wealth of happiness which it has unfolded each
year, through posterity, to all humanity, rich and poor, °
old and young, mighty and humble, alike, since the birth

of our Redeemer Jesus Christ, in the lowly manger at Bethlehem,
is again enveloping us. But we are carried high on the wings of
this spirit, not without a tinge of sorrow, which penetrates the innermost depths of our hearts as we think of those who have been torn

from their homes and loved ones to wage battle against one another,
and to whom “Peace on earth, to men of good will” has but a hollow
sound, and seems to be but a shadowy memory out of a dream of
the past.
Nowhere on this continent, nor in Europe, among people who

think and who realize the seriousness of life, can there be a Merry
Christmas—a Christmas full of holiday revelries, for everywhere
the peoples, the nations, the world is full of grief and sadness, crying and shrieking for mercy. War, with its hand of destruction and
death, has descended upon us, and has already begun to collect its:
heavy and merciless toll. In countless homes there are memories,
fond, tender memories, instead of men.

Fathers are separated from

wives and babes; mothers must give up their sons; youth in all its

glory and fearlessness must enter this strife, perhaps never to return. No family, no people, no race, has been exempted from
the actual participation in this gigantic struggle. Each and every
individual, rich or poor, has in some manner been made to feel the
trials and tribulations of this horrible scourge, and it is with bleeding hearts and heavy thoughts, with more or less secret grievances,

that we take hold of the Christmas Spirit.
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But while Christmas cannot be merry, it should and can be happy,
for it is but self-evident that the very soul of the Christmas Spirit
is one of self-denial and self-sacrifice, which is but the mother of hap-

piness and brotherly love.

Possibly never before at Christmas-tide

_ have family ties been so closely united and so tenderly worshipped as

at this time. Never before has the influence of a christian home been
so keenly felt; and at no time has there been such a yearning for
Christ, the Redeemer and Savior of mankind.
Imbued with this. spirit, every one is endeavoring to make some
sad face brighter, to cheer the sick, to bring untold happiness to the
poor, and love to the hearth. Oh, it is true that we have endeavored

to do all this work before, but with what spirit and under what circumstances has this hitherto been done? Has it been done with the
true spirit of brotherly love and self-denial? Has it been the Christlike Spirit, which is the true Christmas Spirit? This year, however,
this seems to have been universally changed, for God in his wisdom
has so humbled us through the burdens of the day, that we no longer
have the Spirit of self-praise, but the Spirit of self-denial, which
serves but as a guiding-post for all happiness.

Thus, it is obvious that this year’s Christmas Spirit will manifest itself in the true Christ-like Spirit, and that it will be a more
impressive as well as a more practical expression of Christmas than
the world has ever known.

.

How the Smythes Spent Christmas
DaniEL Coins, 719

HRISTMAS is the most
would be, if people used
ing Christmas Day, and
tical in this way: before

delightful feast of the -year, or
their reason. The period precedthe period following it, are idenChristmas no one seems to have

sense, and after Chistmas nobody has cents. The reason for the
loss of reason before the feast is the Christmas shopping. ‘This, in

turn, is caused by the custom of giving Christmas presents. These
presents give joy to some, tnhappiness to others, and excitement to
still others. As it happened, excitement, disguised as Christmas
presents, came to the Smythes.
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We will begin with Mr. Smythe, because he was supposed to be
the head of the family.

People outside thought so, but none of the

Smythes did. They knew he was the tail. Well, be it known that
said Mr. Smythe was small, hen-pecked, and worried. On Christmas
Day this gentleman received, from certain friends, several boxes of

fine cigars. Now, Mr. Smythe had been forbidden to smoke, because
the doctor said that the Smythe liver and stomach could not stand
being smoked out. Nevertheless, the poor hen-pecked little man summoned courage to attack a cigar.

The result.was that he acquired

a magnificent case of indigestion—and his wife’s wrath.
Besides indigestion and cigars and an angry better-half, Mr.
Smythe received another present. Because the Smythes owned a
car and a chauffeur, they could not pay a janitor. However, they had

one.

He was meek little Smythe.

Now, some weeks before Christ-

mas Mrs. Smythe noticed that the poker which the janitor used on

the furnace, and which she used on the janitor, was becoming worn
and frayed around the edges. Accordingly, Mrs. Smythe went to a
hardware store and procured a new poker from a clerk who dodged

quickly as soon as the lady seized the instrument. So Mrs. Smythe
received a poker from his considerate wife. Needless to say, it was
not his favorite kind of poker.
We have seen that on Christmas Mrs. Smythe grew angry because her husband smoked in the house. She made him quit. This
is how she was enabled to do it. Mr. Smythe, after. much deep
thought and painful reflection, bought an electric iron to present to
his wife as a mark of his esteem and affection. He did not consider
that an iron is an excellent weapon of defense and offense. They
have tanks and liquid fire completely outclassed. Anyhow, when

poor Mr. Smythe would smoke his cigar, Mrs. Smythe, a veritable
iron-clad, bore down upon him.

With her woman’s right she hurled

the pressing instrument at Mr. Smythe, with an equally pressing demand for him to quit that habit. The iron just grazed Mr. Smythe’s
nose, smashed through a window, and fell into a tailor’s shop, where
it has done a pressing business every day since. You see, Mrs. Smythe
thought it better to give than to receive.

Now we come to Miss Smythe. She was eighteen and hopeful.
Besides these two things, there was no particular distinguishing mark
about her. In fact, there were no marks atall, just dabs. Miss
Smythe got a necklace from an admirér who should have known
better. The necklace was a diamond, and very pretty. Miss Smythe
immediately put it around her neck. Then she remained in the house

THE S. M. C. EXPONENT

427

a month and declined to receive callers until the green mark left by
the said necklace should wear off.
Then there was Smythe Junior. He was sixteen, very bright according to his own testimony,—very important and very brainless.
What he wanted for Christmas was a cigarette holder; what he
needed wasa little sense. He also had an admirer. She was such
an ardent admirer that she wished to sound her admiration to the

skies.

She did. When the tie that she bought Smythe Junior came,

the noise was terrific. The plaster fell from the walls and the neighbors, thinking that a gas explosion was taking place, hurriedly left
their homes. Smythe Junior put on the scarf and went to the theatre.

They put him out for disturbing the audience. A policeman threatened to arrest him for disturbing the peace. ‘That tie sounded far,
far worse than a Bull Moose Convention.

The chauffeur wanted a raise in salary.

He also wanted a new

autocoat and a pair of fancy goggles. But most of all he wanted a
drink. The Smythe family wanted to get him something he would

appreciate, something that he use, something that would make life’s
long road easier for him. The family was kind. It bought the chauffeur a new tire.

The he went and bought a drink.

Taken all in all the Smythes had a nice Christmas.

‘They thor-

oughly enjoyed it. Of cousse, the presents above named were not
the only ones incurred by tne family. Papa Smythe got a big head,
Mrs. got a whack on papa, sister got a good cry, Smythe Junior got
tied up, and the chauffeur got a fine.

Al Christmas Jopl
Sleep, O Infant-God, sleep!
And rest thy little head

Upon thy virgin-mother’s breast,
While cherubs sing a cradle-song.
Soon thy mother will weep—

When on the rude cross-bed
Thy tortured limb will find us rest
In suff’ring for man’s sinful wrong.

Sleep, O Infant-God, sleep!
—J. T.
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Joun Hannauan, ‘19
O feast is more generally celebrated than that of Christmas.
In the Arctic region as in Tropical climes, men pause ~c
prepare to observe this day. In our own great country

we are reminded of its approach by the gayly decorated
show-windows, and by the mammoth displays, comprising everything
from the cheapest toy to the latest model automobile. What is it,
therefore, that makes such displays of merchandise profitable to the
merchants? ‘l‘o answer this question we must learn the motive behind those Christmas purchases. Now, this leads us to ask ourselves,
what are our ideas of Christmas?
Many things are bought to make the fui
happy. A most
worthy motive! Nevertheless, it, too, has a faulty aspect, becanse
frequently the Santa Claus idea is inculcated into the hearts of children to the utter exclusion of the real idea or foundation of Christmas,

—the Christ Child. We need not, however, dispense with Santa
Claus, dear to every child-heart, but we should teach the young child
something of the One Whose nativity we honor on December twenty-

fifth.

We hear children speak of Santa Claus and of the things they

desire from him, but seldom do we hear them mention the name ot

the Divine Infant in connection with this feast. They have frequently,
but a mere pagan conception of Christmas, and for this we are «c_

blame. How shall we remedy this evil? The child should be told
the story of the first Christmas, and reminded that it is the Divine
Infant Who makes possible this season of gladness.

Here, alas, we

discover, perhaps, that we, ourselves, have an erroneous idea of this
same great festival. Although we know the origin of Christmas, we
often feel that our actions and our spirit do not conform to the real

Christmas feeling.
We should not judge the child culpable because it accepted in
good faith its ideas from its elders.

We, however, cannot offer the

same excuse. On the contrary, we are responsible for the mistaken
notions of those youngsters, because we transmitted those weak beliefs to them. We should have outgrown this pagan idea of Christmas, and often we think we have done so, but will fact verify this assertion.
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Does the conduct of the average young man give us a true un-

derstanding of this great feast?

He looks forward to Christmas as

a time when he will secure this or that gift from father, mother, or
relative. What is more, he even dictates what it must be, and even
sets a minimum price upon the expenditure. He does not consider
whether the family exchequer will permit such a purchase, and, what

is worse, he cares less about this phase of the matter. He is bent on
getting the most out of the “governor.” ‘This is the message Christmas brings him. How many such sad interpretations are annually
rendered concerning this great feast. ‘The season of love has its
standard inverted, and selfishness and base self-seeking obliterates
the shining message of peace and good-will. But the youth is not
alone in his folly for his sister has been infected by the same worldly
ideas.

To her, Christmas is a trying period indeed.

She has a host of

friends who will most likely remember her at this time. Now, to ascertain the number of gifts to be expected, and to accurately estimate

their value and the source from which they might come, is the gigantic task before her. Christmas furnishes her a golden opportunity to
increase her social prestige, and everything must be sacrificed to this.
Accordingly, she will not scruple to burden others with the drudgery
of her Christmas giving. Her dear old mother is drawn into this
-vortex of vain show, and anxiety and weariness are her part on this
program. ‘Thus, Christmas brings torture to one whom it should
comfort. But the young “Miss” does not see this, because she has

not learned to look beyond her dear, sweet self.
ting counterpart to her royal brother.

She is truly a fit-

But such a big proportion of

the family would not entertain such a conception of Christmas if

parents insisted upon its fitting observance.

Parents are often over-indulgent, and the fault which they failed
to correct has become a grave abuse of our most sacred feast. It
is their duty to implant in the hearts of the young the true meaning
of Christmas, and especially they should interpret the spirit that is

to guide Christmas giving. We must not be spineless and allow custom, which is pagan, to guide us in giving Christmas remembrances.

Human respect should be cast aside, and then only can we have a
real Christmas spirit. The laws, the customs of princes, and human

respect were rebuked by the humble advent of the Redeemer.

Let

us, therefore, follow in His footsteps. Let: His idea of Christmas be

ours. Let it permeate all our gift-giving, and set its mark upon anything we receive. ‘Then only can we claim a Christmas with Christ.
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’ Their Christmas Dinner
RAYMOND GorMAN, 719
E was a tall, brawny youth, with a determined looking

countenance, and a trace of recklessness in his goodnatured eyes. His uniform clung snugly to his broad
frame, and he stood, eyeing a group of excited French-

men who crowded, pushed, and pummeled each other in their efforts
to read the war bulletin on the boulevard.
I could see he was an American, probably a member of the last
expeditionary force, so relying on this mutual relation, I went up and
slapped him on the back.
“Welcome to Paris,” I said. In a moment he had sized me up
a monstrous hand caught mine ina vise-like grip.

“My name is Thompson,” he said,—Private J. P. Thompson,
169th Infantry, 3d regiment, and I hail from Bangor, State of Maine.”

“And my name is Thompson,” I replied—-Doctor J. P. Thompson, formerly of the Foreign Legion, but nowstationed at the Ste.

Maire Hospital.”
“Nuf sed!

You have my name, and I, yours.

When I get shot

up I want Doctor Thompson to work on me—if it is possible,” he
said with a laugh.
But I shuddered at the idea of having this lad, lying mangled
before me, so I led him to a little café where we sat over a glass of
wine and compared notes.
It seems that he had lived in Bangor all his life.

His parents

died when he was quite young, and he had shifted for himself for

almost ten years.

Why did he enlist?

Well—he had no one de-

pendent on him, heard people talking about “doing their bit” for the
Stars and Stripes, so he thought the best thing he could do was to

back up his country with his life.
“And you will spend Christmas in the trenches,’ I finished half

jokingly, but I could have kicked myself after I had said it, for a
shadow passed over his face. Then I got another aspect of his life.
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He had never looked forward to Christmas; he couldn’t.

mother died on Christmas eve.

His

The tragedy of that winter night

had stamped an image on his youthful brain that seemed to sink

deeper as he grew older. He had never anticipated the big Christmas
dinner
; he always ate his in a little restaurant that he usually patronized. He had never received nor given any remembrance of the holiday season.
1 tried to look at him, but there was a blur in front of my eyes.

“Well,—here’s hoping you and I will celebrate Christmas together this year,” I managed to say.
“I hope so, too,” he returned with a forced laugh, but I’ll leave
the details up to you, Doctor. I just have twenty minutes to get

back to headquarters, and we start for the front tonight.”
In a moment he was gone.
It was now the twelfth of December, just thirteen more days
until Christmas, and he wrote he was stationed near Cambrai. Our

boys of the Legion had held that point for two months after the Hindenburg retreat, and those first line trenches were an inferno of blood
and death. He had written me that those who held the first line got
a furlough every two weeks, and he figured that about four nights

under fire would earn him a pass over Christmas.

He promised to

try and get to Paris for our little dinner together.

It was a long calculation, but if they didn’t have to go “over the
top,’ there was a good chance of seeing him. A chance! yes, but,
that’s all you could depend on there, so I went back to the barracks

feeling a little more cheerful.
There was some talk in the newspapers of an armistice lasting
three days before and after Christmas, but I knew that nothing of ©
the kind was intended. In fact, I learned that an offensive was to
be launched during Christmas week. They were going to try and

take the “Boches” by surprise.
I counted every hour that went by. I could see that boy in
those first line trenches covered with slime and blood, his body
numbed with the cold, and his face drawn taut under the strain of

the nerves. I wondered if he thought of the wreaths and the tinsel
and the tiny bells I was preparing for him. I wondered if he was
looking forward to that dinner on which I was spending every cent
I had, to please him; how he would look when I met him at the

train and led him to my little room.

I would laugh quietly when I

thought of it.

Then the twenty-third, twenty-fourth and twenty-fifth came, and
with them the news of the expected drive. For three days the dis-
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patches read the boys had successfully gone over the top and were
entrenched fifteen miles in advance of the old line. The largest
casualties were sustained, when a stubborn resistance had been en-

countered, and the more severely wounded were being hurried back
to Paris.
What if—? No; 1 would not think of it. That night the wounded
began to arrive. Every possible means of transportation was used
in rushing them to the hospitals. All night I stood over the oper-

ating table.

Steeled as I was to the work, the mangled forms made

me shudder.

Most of them had been given only first aid treatment. They still
wore their blood-stained uniforms, caked with mud and torn by the

cruel barbed wire entanglements. Feet, arms and fingers were missing from the mutilated bodies. With the removal of the temporary
bandages, hugh gaping wounds bled afresh.
Big-bodied men were brought in, their heads swathed in cotton and gauze. I breathed a prayer each time I removed them. What

if that one would be the boy. But he never came.
I looked at my watch. It was 3 a. m.—and Christmas morning.
At half-past nine I was at the depot, unrefreshed after snatching three hours of troubled sleep. Vaguely I realized that it was
Christmas Day. I saw nothing suggestive of the Yule-tide. The
troop trains were still bringing in the men enlisted in the Parisian
districts,—dead men.

“Good morning, Monsieur Doctor,” said a voice behind me,” and
?

a Merry Christmas!”

I started, electrified.
fellow’s voice.

Yes; I was not mistaken.

It was the big

Clad in a mud-bespattered uniform, several dents in his helmet,
and his left arm in a sling, he smiled down at me.

“Got that little spread fixed up?” he asked.
Seated in my little room, he told me that for three successive
nights he was under incessant fire, buoyed up by the thought of that
furlough on the twenty-fifth.

‘Then came the order to attack.

Over

the top they went but half were down before they gained a hundred
yards. Then something tore the flesh in his arm, and another something struck him full on the head. Then all grew black.

That little piece of shrapnel tore a right big hole in my arm,”
he continued, and another piece did that,”—he pointed to a big dent

in his helmet. But I’m still kicking, and a little tired of army rations.”
“Step right up, and fall to,” I said. It’s Christmas today.
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“ A Strange Christmas
HR
ILAWRENCE WeEpeER, 718
INCE the beginning of the Christian era, Christmas has always
has been the greatest of all holidays, the day on which the
whole world celebrates. Christmas has ever been the most
memorable day in the calendar, the birthday of Christ.

The

spirit of the faithful has also been communicated even to the infidel
and the unbeliever, and they likewise observe Christmas, not, of
course, in the true meaning of the feast, but, nevertheless, displaying
some of that Christian charity and love, after the manner of their

more enlightened fellowmen.
Different nations. observe Christmas in a variety of ways.

In

this bountiful land of ours, the custom of giving gifts has always prevailed. In England, it has always been the custom to celebrate with
a great feast and merry-making. In Germany and the northern
countries, gifts are exchanged to celebrate the day. In the southern

countries, which are more Catholic, the true spirit of the festal day
has been more strictly adhered to, and it still remains strictly religious in character. The legend of St. Nicholas is prevalent in all
these countries.
Varied as the customs and ideas of Christmas may be in different lands, there is one point on which all nations and all men agree.
Whether a man be American or English, German or Italian, he never
neglects to wish his neighbor a “Merry Christmas.” It is the common bond of friendship among all men. Trudging through the snow

on Christmas morn, stranger greets stranger with a happy smile and
a “Merry Christmas,’ and each goes on his way with a light heart.
Enemies are never so hostile, but that they will extend the glad greetings to each other on this happy day, and each feels the better for it.

Friends strengthen the bonds of friendship as they wish each other
a joyous Christmas Day.
days.

All the world rejoices on this day of all

This is the true spirit of Christmas. The day originated through
the love of God for man, and it is fitting that it be perpetuated by the
love of man for his fellowman. ‘This is as it should be, but alas, will

it continue so this year, in the year of our Lord nineteen-seventeen?
Will the work of nineteen centuries be wiped out in a single year?
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The world is at war; deadly hate stirs the hearts of men; wholesale murder is being committed. Will the love which bore Christmas
and supported it through all these years and centuries be strong
enough to overcome this hate? It is terrible to think that on the

birthday of the Prince of Peace, the Prince’s subjects should be

embroiled in deadly strife. Instead of the usual “Merry Christmas,”
will curses and the groans of dying men resound in our ears on this
year’s Christmas Day? We pray to God that it may not be so.
The men who are actually fighting are not the only ones who
will look upon Christmas with strange eyes. The homes of many

are pinched with poverty and cold.

It is true that this has always

been the case. The world was never without its poor people, and
the poor probably never feel their poverty so much as at Christmas
time. Charitable organizations do a great deal to alleviate suffering,

and spread happiness at this season of the year, but the task is generally greater than the resources. This year, however, the number
of poor will be much greater and the donations to charity will be
‘less, according to the signs of the times. The shadow of poverty
will fall across the happy paths of many, and darken the way.
Many homes, blessed with plenty, seem empty with the absence
of a son or brother. The young man of the family has answered the
call to the colors, and his happy face is missed in the family circle.
Every Christmas before, he had been present to increase the joy of
the day. None of the family ever before thought he was so essen-

tial to their happiness, until he is gone.

He is now “somewhere”

in a camp with thousands of other such young men, just as lonesome
for the home-fire as any of them. Possibly it may be even worse.
He may be “Somewhere in France,” ready to go into battle and sacrifice his life for his country. It is a noble work, but, at any rate, it

is not very conducive to Christmas happiness.

Standing in the

trenches, in mud to the knees, and with the deafening roar of artil-

lery in his ears, his thoughts wander back to his quiet home in the
land of his birth. He pictures to himself Christmas morn, the happy
smiles of mother and father and sisters,—smiles, happy but yet tinged

with sadness and worry.

Something is missing, his voice is not

heard. With a tear in his eye, he turns and shouts a “Merry Christmas” to his comrade. The latter returns the salutation and they
clasp hands, looking each other straight in the eye. They both see
the glistening tears and each knows the other’s thoughts and respects
them. The bond of friendship is riveted, but they must continue their

work of killing.
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In the past three years, Christmas Day has been desecrated by
agonies of warfare in Europe. In the first year of the war, the world

stood aghast at the idea of fighting on Christmas. An armistice was
sought, but the hate of nations could not be abated, even for a day.
The earth was thunder-struck as the armies of the belligerents continued their work of carnage on the solemn feast. This Christmas

is the first one on which the United States must fight, but even with
the outlook for peace so dark, we continue to hope that the Giver
of Peace will bestow that wonderful boon upon the world as a Christmas gift.
Christmas Day has always been a day of love. Christ came to

earth because of His love for mankind, and during His life in this
world, He worked for love, alone. During all the ages, His birthday has but signified His life, and’ the spirit of Christmas has but
symbolized the spirit of His work. Is His example about to lose its
force, and His labor about to lose its fruits? The devastation of the
present year surely has nothing in common with the spirit of Christ’s
work. The hatred of man for man is in direct opposition to the teachings of Him who instituted Christmas. Why, then, can the warring

nations not leave off their labor of destruction for this day at least?
Unless they do so, the Christmas of nineteen-seventeen will surely
be a strange Christmas Day.
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~ Christmas Tide

HE greatest of all days, which have come and gone since the
creation, is that day on which the “Word was made flesh,

and dwelt among us.” Christmas Day is undoubtedly the
greatest in the history of the human race. It has always,
through the long ages that lie between us and the nativity morn,
been celebrated by each succeeding generation in a manner peculiar
to the time and nation. It is most fitting, indeed, that, in every age
and in all climes, this feast should be celebrated with peculiar ceremony, since the fulfillment of the promise of a Redeemer was all

important to fallen man.
Through the long vista of years, each succeeding century has

preserved the time honored custom of gift-giving.

The generosity

of the Magi in this regard struck a keynote in the human heart, and

thus served as an impetus, setting a bounteous example, the spirit of
which. has been carried out in all simplicity and without strain
throughout the nineteen centuries which have preceded our dawn.
Our progenitors seem to have caught the spirit of Magi. They seem
to have understood better than we the spiritual significance of

Christmas.
When Christmas had its spiritual significance born in mind, and
simplicity was the keynote of gifts and celebrations, the high and low,
the rich and poor, were alike able to enjoy the holy season. Today
conditions are far different. A discordant note has been violently

struck; something is radically wrong; the spiritual significance has
been all but forgotten. Even the message of the angel choir “and on
earth peace to men of good will” has been distorted.

We do not

know whether this change has been brought about through forgetfulness, or whether it was done intentionally, but nevertheless, at

least 90 per cent of our. up-to-date literary men have the audacity
when quoting from St. Luke, ii chapter, 14th verse, to enclose in
quotation marks the following, mutilated from the above: “Peace
on earth, good will towards men.” Here, not only the spiritual but
‘also the literal significance has been sadly missed.
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And the Magi, “‘opening their treasures, ofiered Him gifts; gold, frankincense, and
myrrh,?)"(Mattii),°11,/)
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The giving of presents, for instance, has exceeded the bounds of
reason. It has entirely changed the aspect of giving. Our. forefathers following the example of the Wise Men, gave spontaneously
to benefactors, friends, and loved ones; they gave unselfishly and

with a whole heart.

This beautiful practice of giving only to whom

the heart suggested, has been changed, woefully changed, to the arti-

ficial and rigid code of a mere exchange of presents.
Perhaps some of us are totally ignorant of the manner in which

preceding generations celebrated the season of Christmas.

There

may be some who know little or nothing of the purpose the morality
and miracle plays were made to serve at Yule-tide, of the burning
charity of a St. Francis, and of the wonderful bounty of a queen St.

Elizabeth.

This class of course, never having treated themselves to

a peep into the past in this regard, have never felt the balm of that
savory atmosphere nor inhaled that precious aroma which the old

religious drama and the bounty of Saints alone can produce.

Such

persons are incapable of comparing the wholesome taste and customs of the past with the depraved demands and practices of the
present. Such persons could not be expected to take the initiative

toward enacting reforms.
Yes, indeed, the days of spontaneous giving kave long since
passed. Each and every person who either aspires to social stand-

ing, or hopes to retain that already attained, erects a mental clearing house, and for weeks before the Christmas season’ are found nervously racking their brain in a fearful attempt to see to it that no one

is overlooked. ‘This, in itself, is soul-galling. Presents are bought
and labeled and laid away, according to the number we expect to
receive. .A price is paid for each and in accordance with the amount
this ar that friend usually spends upon the present we receive from
them. Spool-boxes, inkstands, pin-cushions, silver pen-holders, and
hundreds of other unnecessary and undesirable bits of rubbish are
given and received in this mechanical and spiritless way year after
year. Something is certainly wrong. Why will they insist on sending presents to folks who do not want to receive them? When will

this miserable custom of giving, because we have received, be
stopped? When will this mutual loading up with trash come to an
end?

How much longer is it going to take the light-minded public

to understand that we do not contract an obligation to give, by receiving? Ifthe donor has given with the proper spirit, he will expect
nothing in return; if he has been prompted by an improper motive,

his gift is an unworthy one and deserves no attention.
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Fach year this detestable custom is growing. More “debts” are
being incurred, and more closet shelves are being stacked with pres-

ents which have been a bore both to the donor and to the recipient.
Such mode of action, instead of being a celebration of the holy season, is an abuse: and when we behold the spiritual and aesthetic

decadence it has wrought, we are forced to say most emphatically
it is time to call a halt.
The buying of these innumerable presents and the preparation
of the great social event, has created evils that burden the-toiler,

that cause a sudden rush which overworks the vast majority of people. Expressmen cannot feel enthusiastic over Christmas; they actually scowl at the mere mention of it. The same can be said of lettercarriers. ‘These poor fellows begin to lament the approach of Christmas long before the month of December sets in. Dressmakers and

clerks turn sick at the thought of Christmas.

It seems that every

shopper, no matter what her. disposition may be at other seasons of
the year, grows sharp-tongued and impatient when the holiday rush
is on. Everybody wants this or that article, and they all want to be

waited on at the same time.

After one or two weeks of long,

fatiguing hours, catering to the demands of peevish shoppers, the
jaded clerk and the weary postman are in no mental or physical

condition to enjoy Christmas.

Notwithstanding its beauty and its

hallowed associations, these overworked people have formed a posi-

tive dislike for Yule-tide, and they cannot be blamed.
While the problem of recalling the lost spirit of the Christmas
season may seem complex, it is not at all impossible to solve. In
truth, it is not even difficult.

Good will is, above all othe things,

essential in making Christmas joyous and peaceful. The angel choir
never proclaimed peace on earth to anyone and everyone, but rather,
it plainly stated a certain provision under which this peace could be
obtained. ‘That provision was, that we on our part have good will.
Let our will be right, and that peace which the world cannot give

will follow.

This is what is meant by understanding the spiritual

significance of Christmas.
Again, we are not denouncing the custom of gift-giving; we do

not propose to knock the props from under a custom so long and so
wisely established.

No, indeed; rather let us remember the Magi

bearing their gifts, and the spirit in which they gave them. Let us
live the Christmas season in an unselfish manner; let us be pleasant,
kind and agreeable to all those we chance to meet; let us be charitable to the poor; and, in a word, let each one put on the spirit of
gladness and let it radiate from his soul. By so doing we will wipe
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out the ugly stain which has marred the beauty of the twentieth century from the time of its infancy. Thus will we be able to hand
down to the coming generation, Christmas customs as unstained and
immeculate as we have received from our sires, and practices which
in the future will be a credit to ourselves and to our time.

B

[a]

The Spirit of Christmas
B.S0738

a)

OU have outgrown your childhood dreams and fancies. The

jovial Santa Claus of those dream-days is only a myth

to you now. You hear no longer the jingling of his bells;
snorting. reindeers no longer speed before a youthful
vision. The mystery of the chimney is solved for you now; bulging
stockings no longer thrill your heart. Yes, you have lived those days.

Then you were happy because of what you received. ‘The boun-

tiful toys linked you closer to your dream. The big red sled brought
joy to your eyes and an exclamation of surprise to your lips. You
remember well how you embraced the beautiful doll left for you.
You even pinched its dimpled cheeks and smoothed back its golden
curls. Then Christmas was one long day of happiness, and a jovial
Santa Claus imparted that happy spirit to you.
The cherished thrill of Christmas Day still snuggles lightly in
your breast. It is just as real as it was in your childhood days; yet
it yearns to spring from a different spirit
The spirit of Christmas has followed you through your many
trials in life. Probably you have smothered it by your forgetfulness

or selfishness. Still, you know it is more precious than the Santa
Claus of your childhood. That unextinguishable spirit rests dormant
in your heart. It burns like dying embers struggling to bestow the
last ray of warmth. It only awaits your acts of charity that it may
burst forth and touch other hearts, hearts that are burdened by cares.

Truly, it is the giver—the unselfish giver—who wins the Christmas
spirit.

Yes, it can be won with material gifts, if part of you goes

with them.

Enclose the gift with a case of love; bind it with the

string of kindness.

Human gratitude will spread her broad wings

and tenderly carry it.

Make the giving spirit a permanent trait in

dealing with your neighbor.

Practice it throughout the year.

Scat-
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ter the seeds of happiness everywhere you go. Thus, the spirit of
a\day will swell into a spirit of the year—ofa life time.
A precious volume of English literature contains this wholesome

passage:
“Unlamented passed the proud away,

The gaze of fools, the pageant of a day.
So perish all whose breast never learned to glow

For other’s good, or melt at other’s woe.”
The author’s thoughts gleam forth brilliantly. He studied the
hearts of men and found therein a strong trait of selfishness. He

found it to be difficult for man to forget his own disappointments

and trials in order to bring joy to others. He found an antipathy,
as it were, to the spirit of Christmas.
Do you feel disappointed because Christmas is at hand? Does
the thought of exchanging gifts bore you? Do you swear to chastise the man who greets you with a “Merry Christmas?’ I hope
there are none of us of such a pessimistic and selfish mind. The joys
of the season will only bring loneliness into your home, unless you

are the given.

Your home need not be a palace of stone.

Wealth

cannot purchase the spirit of joy. In its flight, the lofty spirit halts
here and there. It seeks for welcome in the mansion and in the tenement house. The forgotten little tots of poverty yearn for your
words of cheer. Ah! there is an ocean of gratitude awaiting you from
those lips—lips that have not tasted the sweets of life. _ Give and it
shall come to you.
While hastening to your office, have you not passed the shivering figure of a little boy? His chapped hands are jammed down in

his trouser pockets.

The dirty red sweater hangs loosely about his

neck where the cold December winds find an entrance to chill his
delicate body. He darts here and there peering in at the tempting
window displays. Some of the panes are still coated with the hoary

frost of the night. With his warm breath he tries to melt the frost.
But the air outside is too cold. In his eagerness to admire the count-

less toys, he scratches a tiny peep hole on the glass.

Yes, and little

sister must see, too. So he gently lifts the huddled figure up to the
peep-hole. She screams with joy. The little blue eyes sparkle as they
never sparkled before.

Oh, my friends, don’t pass them by.

Stop!

Yes, lift them up in

your arms and press their tiny hands. Those dirty hands may feel
like the claws of sparrows to you. But they are God’s little creatures.

He has not bestowed the gifts o fthis world upon them as He did

upon you.

The spirit of Christmas is searching for them, and you
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are its messenger. Whisper words of good cheer in their ears. Fill
their arms with the toys of their childish dreams. Climb the dark

and narrow stairway that leads to their home.

A sick mother begs

for food and milk, not for herself, but for a new-born child. The
three Wise Men traveled far and long to offer their humble gifts at
the feet of the Babe of Bethlehem. Imitate that spirit—the first

Christmas Spirit among men.
Do not wait until your friends are gone. Open wide your heart.
Give them your love, your hope, your charity, your mercy, your good

cheer.

Give them, and the Spirit of Christmas will enter into your

life. Your holiday season will be merrier than were the dreams of
vour childhood Santa Claus.

o

|
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“ Christmas in a World War
F. H. Lone, 18
‘HAT a sad spectacle to see the nations as they greet the
feast of Christmas, hurling missiles at one another.
Christmas, we are told, is the feast of peace, and such
it is for it is the Mass of Christ, the Prince of Peace.

The first Christmas was celebrated amid a universal peace; there was
peace at home and peace abroad. Moreover, heaven-sent angels,
winging their flight from the glorious regions of the far-off twinkling
stars, seemed to take note of this memorable fact, and made known
to men the message of the Most High,—“and on earth, peace to men
of good will.” This message, imparted as it were, in the deep stillness of the night, beneath the magnificent splendor of the midnight
sky, was taken up by a small group of world-despised shepherds.
These shepherds had ben faithfully watching their flocks, out in the
inclemencies of the uncheery December weather when those happy
messengers of peace arrived. They were struck with fear and awe
at the strange sight before them, so much so that-the angels were

obliged to reassure them—-‘Fear not.”

But if their fear was great,

their joy was still greater, and, unable to keep for themselves the
contents of these tidings, they went forth to make them known to
the world; in other words, they celebrated Christmas.
Ever since that time, the world has looked upon the feast of

Christmas as one of happiness and ‘charity, not of this selfish charity,
but of the charity which we share with those around us, and from
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which no one is excluded. During the season of Christmas there are
no enemies.
‘It is at this time that favors, Iqng since asked in vain,
are granted without reluctance; grudges which are the burden of
many years, are put aside; unfriendly hands grip in an inseparable

clasp; words of hatred and contempt are softened to loving kindness;
in fact, everyone lends himself to others for others’ sake.
But wait a moment! Is all this true that I am saying?

Could

I go on enumerating thus, without one bit of hesitation? Let us look
about us and see what really’ occurs on Christmas, and particularly

the Christmas of the present year.

‘This Christmas is being cele-

brated amid the horrors of a war—which has already made for itself

the name of “World-War.”

The nations stand as so many warlike

men, with right arm raised, ready
the least suspected movement on
flashes from their glistening eyes
veins, bulging from their forehead.

to hurl the destructive missile at
the part of -the opponent. Fire
as the blood purples the gnarled
Gazing at such a picture, is there

the least indication of an inclination toward peace?

Is there any

sign of forgiveness, of charity, of kind feeling?
What a clash would there be between such a seemingly all-powerful warrior and the solacing angel of peace. Was not such a spectacle
placed before our anxiously watching eyes but a few years ago? The
Pope, who after all, is heaven’s representative on earth, proposed to
the warring nations a temporary cessation of this terrible manslaughter in order to celebrate the feast of Christmas in a worthier
manner. But alas, sad to say, that benevolent admonition was

scorned and thoughtlessly cast aside.

And so the nations continued

in war, and Christmas witnessed one of the saddest conditions that

ever existed in this world. This Christmas, likewise, is being passed
amid such pitiable scenes, and there is no outlook for any betterment
as regards the unfriendly relation between the hostile countries.
Again, as far as good times are concerned, this war will serve as
a great check upon the happiness of people. Before this war started.
-many people had to forego many of the pleasures ordinarily enjoyed
by people of moderate means. What must their condition now be,
when prices have flown sky-high and the necessaries of life can hard-

ly be obtained?

The number of poor is consequently increased, so

that many a bitter and sorrowing tear will be shed at the sight of
their humiliating poverty. With many persons this abundance of
material goods is essential to Christmas. What will, then, become
of this great feast, when these have once vanished with no hopes
of ever returning. Yes; for man a one this Christmas will be an
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But why should we thus grieve

over the deplorable state in which we are?
Let us, then, make the most of it and be superior to our circumstances. Although the whole world is engaged in strife, and all the
exterior manifestations prevalent at this season be missing, yet each
one can make for himself a truly happy and joyous Christmas. Peace
is promised to men of good will, that is, to men who are at the,same
time at peace with God and at peace with themselves. A man that
is blessed with this two-fold peace has all that he could have or desire, and such a one is happy at all times, but especially so at this
season of the year when happiness is nourished, and grows and turns
everything into gold as the magic touchstone of the ancient philoso-

phers, a touchstone which can be had by all alike, by rich and poor,
young and old, by the man on the battle-front and by those who
suffer at home.

“ A Christmas Reverie
J. Veery, 18
was a cold and stormy day in December, the eve of the Christchild’s birth. The snow was falling fast on the lighted pavement outside, shedding its merry lustre to the hearts that

thrilled within. Such was the sight I saw as I gazed from
my cozy place beside the hearth to the cold world outside.
“Yes; it is Christmas,” mused I, “and another year well nigh
spent. Two thousand years ago there came upon this fair earth of

ours the Infant, mild and meek. Jesus was his name, and Mary, His
dear mother was.

How reverently she kneels beside the crib and

gazes at her Son. There He lies an Infant poor, so little yet so great.
She thinks, and lo! there wounds her heart the thought of future

years. She sees His tiny feet and hands, His forehead fair and clean
and whispers in prayer: “This body He for men will give; those
hands,and feet, which I so tenderly caress, will one day cruel nails
bear; that forehead which I kiss and touch, the thorns of sinful
thought will pierce; those eyes and mouth and rosy cheeks so tender and so dear, with spittle and blood will be stained.” But a smile

from the Infant dispels her fears and calls her to herself.
in turn,—loves, gazes, ponders.

She smiles

There in His tiny beaming eyes she
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reads the message of His love. He has come upon earth “to bring
peace to men of good will.” Peace? Yes, peace; “that peace which
the world can not give.”
“Peace to men of good will!’ Has war, relentless war blotted
out all vestiges of peace? Alas, too true it is. Just one thousand
nine hundred and seventeen years ago the Prince of Peace, the Infant God, upon the earth did come. Just one thousand nine hundred
and seventeen years ago His Mother read His thoughts, and in her
heart of motherly care a prayer for us did pray. How mournfully she
must have thought when thinking of future years, of the useless flow

of blood and life, when her dear Son for peace did come! How little heeded was His wish of “peace to men of good will’! How cold
alas we are to Him, the Prince of heavenly peace!
Lo! a step, a moan, a cry without! Up sprang I from my chair.
and there without my window-pane stood a shivering, helpless boy.
Scarcely eight years old was he, in tatters clothed, and smitten by

the cold. He had been out no doubt all night selling his papers in
hope of some bread and some warmth. How painful and heat-rending must have been to him the glimpses os he peered anxiously
through the shade of some well-to-do home, and saw ‘within the

merry occupants seated in a heaven of earthly bliss and happiness!
Alas, too often we forget such people when seated at our hearth on
Christmas eve. Our joy, our comfort, our convenience conceal from
us our neighbors’ wants.
How sorrowful and pitiable must be the approach of Christmas

to the poor!

There they are shivering, starving, while only next

door the people are making merry-and living in abundance.

Per-

haps it is the poor’s last loaf of bread, their last farthing spent, and
it is Christmas. How painful, indeed, must it be to the mother and
child on Christmas day to behold each other’s misery, and to look
with envy at the happy lot of the more well-to-do! Is this Christmas or is it so only for the rich? Alas, no! Christmas is not wealth.

Christmas is not warmth, Christmas is not physical and sensual
pleasure. Christmas is none of these, but rather that interior joy
and peace that comes only to men of good will. Jesus came not in
wealth, nor warmth, nor pleasure, but lying cold in swaddling clothes
in a lowly crib of straw. But still these comforts seem now, alas,

a necessary condition, and he who lacks them, lacks his Christmas
and much of Christmas’ joy.
So I mused, scarcely thinking of myself and mine.

part, was lonely, sorely lonely on this Christmas eve.

I, for my

My only tie

to this miserable earth was Harry, my lovipg brother of eighteen,

THE S. M. C. EXPONENT

445

and he was away in the trenches, who knows but in heaven, spending Christmas with pa and ma. Pa had died scarcely four years ago,
and ma was but recently buried. How kind and loving was she, how
cheerful and ever merry! How she would linger about the fireplace
with Harry and myself, and speak of things most dear—And Christmas? ‘hat was simply bliss with her. And now?—How lonely and
sad it is! How sad, indeed, it is to pass a Christmas without a
mother, without a friend! How lonesome it is to one in such condi-

tion on Christmas day!

Jesus, even, had a friend, then, His tender

Mother, who beside Him knelt, His foster Father kind, and all the
shepherds and lowly ones that befriended Him in His crib. —
But no, Christmas is not so sad, even to those so circumstanced.
By no means. Christmas is not wholly an external feast of mirth
and good cheer. True happiness is within, or as some one has nicely
put it, “the city of happiness is the state of the mind.” Here is the

touchstone, the key to all our Christmas joy. If we but keep in mind
the true aspect of this holy feast, its joys will be ours and ours in
abundance. Too often we forget this and fail to remember that
Christmas is the day when out of love for poor human nature God
became man, assuming the lowly garb of creature, to bring peace
upon earth, redemption and salvation to all. How joyful our Christmas will then be, if united to that happy group in Bethlehem on that
holy night! Want, loneliness, sickness will not deject us on that
day, if we but live in spirit with Jesus, Mary and Joseph on Christmas Day.
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The Spirit of Christmas
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J. Dean McFartanp, 718
RULY the Christmas Season is a wonderful time in which

to live, to see and to admire the designs of an Almighty
Creator. The spirit of Christmas still lives, lives as it did
centuries ago, and on the one-thousand, nine hundred and
seventeenth anniversary of the eve on which “the Word was made

flesh,” the world rejoices. Yes; the world rejoices, and rightly so.
It was on this eve that the Infant Child lay in a manger, unknown
to the world, and revealed only by the gleaming of the beautiful star
in the East. Yes; it was on this eve that the words “Gloria in excelsis
Deo” first resounded throughout the world from the angelic choruses,
and prompted the shepherds to forsake flock and duty to see Him
who was born to save the world. Many a Christmas Eve since then
has flown o’er our heads on the wings of music, sweeter,—far sweeter

dearer, a thousand times,—dearer than ever was played by wander-

ing minstrel or uttered by stipendary bard.

Yet all this revelry is

but a reflection of the great rejoicing on the first Christmas eve.
That saddening gloom and daily increasing sternness, which has
been following the downward progress of the sun’s place in the heav-

ens, is now turning to an inevitable gladness. The tide no longer
flows backwards; its lowest point has been reached. ‘The prospect
of renewed light, warmth and veneration are now, as in the past, harmonious episodes in the angelic announcement of the Yule-tide
season.
The spirit of love is characteristic of Christmas time.

You find

it everywhere: first, in the happy, care-free, anticipating faces of the

children.

Verily, I believe, that never again in this life are so many

new, bewildering and bewitching feelings awakened in one’s breast

as on the first Christmas eve that a boy, just old enough to enjoy,
and not quite old enough to clearly understand what is going on, slips
off to bed to spend a long and restless Christmas eve. ‘Think of the
time of the year he likes best, and the answer is certain to be “the
holiday season.” And yet it is during these very days that they are
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overworked, many spending from twelve to sixteen hours on a floor,
with scarcely a moment to eat, or shop for themselves. So the
reason lies deeper than work; it lies in the spirit of man.
You see this spirit in the happiness and good will which man
extends to his fellow-man. Some say this well-wishing is meaningless, but my friends if it produced no other good than to halt the
money-mad pursuit of man, it would have done its work. ‘This love
which prompts man to divert his path a little to wish a fellowman
the joys of the season, is but a reflection of that beautiful spirit which
prompted the Almighty to send His Son upon the earth, to wish man
well, and to point out the way of salvation.

The custom ofgift giving started with the Magi, and each succeeding century has preserved the time-honored custom of gift giving.
The generosity of the Magi was the sounding of the keynote of sim-

plicity, but the signification of the Magi has been crushed by that of
“give that you may receive.” “Peace on earth, to men of good will,”
to the greater majority of the twentieth century people means something entirely different that it did when it echoed forth from the
mouths of angelic choirs.
Why not start the spirit afresh? Wipe away the old adage of
giving to those from whom you expect something. Let us all begin
to live the Christian Christmas! Let us give everyone we meet a
pleasant smile, a kind word and a gentle deed.

If we have riches,

why not lavish them upon the poor? Think of the poor over the
world to whom the word, Christmas, has no meaning. The charitable
institutions cannot reach all. Each one knows of some poor one to

whom he can bring cheer and spread the glistening rays of Christmas
spirit. If we adopt customs of sanity and thoughtfulness in the dealings with our fellowmen at this holy season of the year, we can hand
down to antiquity as rich a legacy as that of the Three Wise Men
from the East. The one thought we must all bear in mind is that
it is not the value of the gift, but the love that prompts it, that makes

Christmas a reality.
Christmas mayhave its significance in the world of business,

society, education and warfare, yes; but its true significance lies in
religion. There was no Christmas in the world until Jesus came.
Apostles and emperors have tried to crush the power of Christ, but,

alas, like Julian they must cry out:

quered!”

“O Galilean, Thou hast con-

T’he power of man ever falters before the sway of Christ.

Did you ever notice the sweet charitable look of happiness and

contentedness that the religious Brothers, Sisters and Priests, who
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have given themselves for Christ, radiate?

It is the spirit of Christ,

the same spirit that we breathe on Christmas Day.

It is lasting for

them. They ever live with Christ in their hearts, and do not confine
the beautiful spirit to the few days preceding the great festivity.
Let us remember that we should endeavor to cherish such a
spirit throughout the entire year. Putting away self and jealousies,
let us help one another at all times, just as we feel inclined to do now.
We are, all of us, too envious. We hate to see a neighbor prosper,

a friend rise in his profession, a companion reach the cherished goal
of his ambition. And why? ‘The Christian spirit is lacking some-

where.
As a final thought, let us resolve now to live each day a Christmas in spirit, in works and in gifts, and when the true Christmas
for us comes, the birth into another world, we shall have furnished
a beautiful example to the world of what a true Christmas spirit

means.

@ Christmas Dream
Joun B. Kriworan, 18
Methought, night-watch I kept on Bethlehem’s plain,
While shepherds rolled in sheepskins round me slept,
When wondrously into my spirit crept

The music of a far-off sweet refrain.
And as I listened to the heav’nly strain,

Out of the bright’ning skies there suddenly swept
An angel-choir, that round me singing kept,
Until my heart its joy could:n’er contain.
“Glory,” the angels sang, “to God on high,
And peace on earth, where warring men now die.
This night the Prince of Peace has left His Home,

Seek where on battle-fields He lies unknown.”
And as I searched for the Child-God new-born,
I woke and found that it was Christmas morn.
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Christmas with the Poets
The Christmas Snow

Play Nature’s Alleluia in a multitude

See what a pure, soft robe hath Nature spread

And bird and best they wake alike to

About the living and above the dead,
Wrapping
folds!

us

all

within

its

ample

And while I think of the dear dead
it holds,

So close to me alive, I hardly know
How not to greet them through the
whispering snow:

of keys;

join a common note,

And swell the reverend carol that
wells up from Nature’s throat.
There is music in the woods, through
the paths be yet untrod,

When all the world goes singing at
the birthday of its God.
—Anonymous.

A Christmas Wish

But feel the Christmas greetings passing there,

What blessing can I wish you, O my

ful air.

Save that the joyful calm of Christmastide
Should wrap your hearts so close that

Like snowflakes floating in the peace, who today are thinking of our
dead,
How deep the snows are lying o’er
their head;
How dimly we may dream them near,

or see
The meaning of their silent mystery.
Too faintly still we whisper through
our grief:

“Lord, I believe; help thou my unbelief!”
Too deaf our ears to their still yearning voice,—
“As thou has loved me, so will thou

rejoice!”
Yes, we who keep the festival today
With sadness that we

cannot

drive

away,
Let us be happy, too, and inly sing

Like birds from empty nests, but on
the wing
To fairer climes, who, as they sing
and fly,
Feel warmer breezes ever drawing
nigh,—
See summer skies as swifter on they

roam,
And know that just before is peace,
and rest, and home.
—Mrs. Louise Parsons (Stone)
Hopkins.

Christmas
It is Christmas in the forest where
the softly falling snow
Seems to touch with benediction the

waiting earth below.
The long slim fingers of the wind
upon the barren trees,

friends,

never jar
Of the world’s care or grief can enter in,
But only love to keep you pitiful,
And faith and hope to keep you
strong and true;
“A Merry Christmas” and “A Glad
New Year,”

I wish you all, and may God’s exceeding love

Enfold

you

close,

until

hand

his

tender
a;

Shall lead you safely home to love’s
own land!
_ —Selected.

A Desire
Oh, to have dwelt
When the stars
bright!
To have sheltered
On that blessed

in Bethlehem
of the Lord shone
the holy wanderers
Chirstmas night;

To have kissed the tender, way-worn
feet
:
Of the Mother Undefiled,
And with reverent wonder and deep

delight
To have tended the holy child!
Hush! such glory was not for thee,
But that care may still be thine;
For are there not little ones still to
aid

For the sake of the Child divine?
Are there no wandering pilgrims now,
To thy heart and thy home to take?
Are there no mothers whose weary
hearts

You can comfort for Mary’s sake?
—Adelaide Proctor.
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Christmas Tide
Heap

on

more wood!—the

chill;

A Christmas Carol
wind

is

But let it whistle as it will,

We'll keep our Christmas merry still.
Fach age has deemed the new-born

year

The fittest time for festal cheer;

And well our Christmas sires of old
Loved when the year its course had
rolled,
And brought blithe Christmas back
again

With all its hospitable train,
Domestic and religious rite
Gave honor to the holy night;
On

Christmas
rung,
On Christmas
sung;

eve

the

bells

the

the

mass

were
was

England was merry England when
Old Christmas brought his ssport
again.

"Twas Christmas brewed the mightiest ale,

ee, Christmas told

the

merriest

tale;

A Christmas gambol oft could cheer
The poor man’s heart through half
the year.

O lovely voices of the sky,
That hymned the Savior’s birth!
Are ye not singing still on high,
Ye that sang, “Peace on earth?”
To us yet speak the strains,
Wherewith, in days gone by,
Ye blessed the Syrian swains,
O voices of the sky!
O

clear and * shining

whose

light,

beams

That hour of Heaven’s glory shed
Around the plains and o’er the streams
And on the shepherd’s head;
Be near through life and death,
As in that holiest night

Of Hope and Joy, and Faith,
O clear and shining light!
O star which led to Him, whose love
Brought down man’s ransom free,
Where art thou? —’midst the hosts
above,
May we still gaze on thee?
In Heaven thou are not set;

Thy rays earth might not dim;—
Send them to guide us yet!
O star which led to Him!
—Mrs. Hemans.

—Sir Walter Scott.

December
Our Epiphany
What tho’ we cannot with the star-

led kings
Adore the swaddled Babe of Bethlehem,
Behold
how

sweetly

Benediction

brings
A new Epiphany denied to them.
The Mary Mystical ’tis ours to see,
Still from His crib the little Jesus
take,
And show him
knee,

to us

on her altar-

And sing to him to bless us for the
sake,

:

Shall we the while be kneeling giftless there?
In loving faith a richer gold shall
please;
A costlier incense is the humblest
prayer;
Nor less the myrrh of penitence
than these.

And there between us holy priesthood stands,
Our own St. Joseph, with anointed
hands.
—Rev. Edmund Hill, C. P.

White month, whose stars fall showering from the skies,
Turning to snowflakes in the frosty
air,
We love thee, not alone that thou
atti tai.
Shining upon us with innumerous
eyes,
Of earth as heaven; since, too, underlies

A

milky

way—holding

snare
The Summer’s

Flora,

within
folded

its
now

with care,
And brimming with new stars for
Spring’s surprise!
But, also ’tis, that one supreme star—
The star that taught the shepherds

best to sing,
And by
tering

its watchful,
:

holy

minis-

Led unto truth the wise men from
afar—
Concentrates its rare brightness in
thy zone,
And makes the Child-King
our very own!

ours;

—Mrs. Mary Barker Dodge.
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A Christmas
Wish

To its Readers, Subscribers and Advertisers, The
Exponent extends its sincerest greetings for a
Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year. May
the spirit of the Christmas tide abide in you; and.may the fortunes
of the coming year be yours.
Centenary

The January Number of The Exponent will give

Celebration

stories of “College Day,” the Third Celebration of
the Centenary of the Society of Mary.

The Centenary Fund campaign was carried on enthusiastically
by the faculty and student-body, and while a large number of the
students and a number of Alumni contributed, there are still students

and alumni from whom we are still waiting to hear.
The Spirit of

Many years have passed since the shepherds left

Christmas

their. mountain flocks, and wended their way to
the Stable of Bethlehem to adore the new-born

king. - That was the first Christmas. Ever since, Christmas has been
a day dear to the hearts of all true Christians. It is a day when all
Christians feel akin, for they are united by a common bond—the

Christmas spirit.
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The Christmas spirit is the spirit of love. We find it everywhere; in the shop windows; in the happy faces of children; im the

good naturedness of the Christmas shoppers.

We see it in the good

will and happiness which man extends to his fellow man. This is
but the reflection of that great love which prompted the Father to

send His Beloved Son to us on that Christmas morn so many years
ago. It was for love alone that Christ was given, and for love alone
should we give, for our giving is but a reflection of that greatest of

all gifts.

Let not the Christmas time degenerate into a time of cold,

loveless giving, wherein the dollar value is paramount to the heart
value, for remember, it is not the value of a gift, but the love that

prompts it, that makes Christmas giving worth while.
It is only the real Christian that feels in his heart the true spirit
of Christmas. To all others, Christmas is but a day of rest—not unlike many other days—with the necessary formality of giving and

receiving presents.

‘To them the spiritual joy and happiness of the

day is lost. The warmth of love that accompanies a gift falls on barren hearts. No spirit of love prompts their gifts. To them the birth
of Christ has no significance. Each year they miss the sweetness of
that message: “Peace on earth, to men of good will.”
To the real Christian heart, the Christmas tidings bring a mes-

sage of joy, happiness and love.

Let us bear in mind that such a

spirit should continue throughout the entire year. Putting away selfishness and self interest, let us help our fellow man with that same
love and good will that animates us at this time of the year. Let us

give and take in this holy spirit. When this is done we will be living and treading in the footsteps of that first and greatest Christmas
gift—the Babe of Bethlehem.
Christmas
Spirit of 1917

The twenty-fifth of December, since the fifth century, has been generally observed by all civilized
nations as the Christmas time. Men of science and

research have left proofs and chronological errors repose in peace,
and joined in commemorating the birth of Jesus on this day.
It is a long established custom among all peoples to cultivate
a Christmas spirit as the season draws near. This custom has become so general that it may almost be regarded as a universal lay.
This spirit has permeated the life of every child and clings to every

adult, and in its own way, according to the religious training of the
individual, manifests itself in the observance. But while there may
be many variations of observances, still the one general characteristic prevails, that of giving and home-coming.
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Giving,—we all know what that means;—home coming,—children with their children coming to father and mother, or father returning from the woods, the fields, the mines or distant lands to join
and cheer a wife and dear ones. How beautiful the thought! How
sublime the sentiment!

But shall this custom prevail another year?

‘Think of the mil-

lions of fathers and husbands and sons away from home in turbulent
Europe today. Think of the millions of mothers and wives at home
in the grief-stricken lands today. Think of the countless ones of

tender years that shall wait in vain a*father’s return.

‘Then think of

the wants and needs in Europe today,—and our own dear ones, too.

WITH THE ARMY AND NAVY

The Stars
in the

The Exponent Editor requests the readers of The
Exponent to look over the following list, and send

Service Flag
it.

in corrections or additions. The list, as we publish it, is as correct and complete as we can make
It contains the names of Alma Mater’s patriots, who are in the

service of their country today.
Burgmeier, Albert

B
Bréene; A. f.

Bennet, T. E.

Baker, Carl

Busch, Harry C.

Becker, Russel

Burke, Harry

Busch, Dr, °A; ©,

Brennan, Paul

Bucher, Lawrence
Balles, William

Burnett, Elmer

Brennan, Charles

Cooper, Lester
Corvan, Edward

C
Casey, Wm.
Cullen, Rodney

Cahill, J. F.

Drufner, Vincent
Deger; L. J.

Donovan, Frank
Duffey, Wm.

D

E
Evans, Joseph

Dickman, Joseph
J. O. Donovan
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Fisher, Ben
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F
Focke, Elmer

Fitzmartin, Paul

Fitzgerald, G.
Fitzpatrick, Charles
G

Griffen, James

Griffen, Patrick

Hochwalt, Cyril
Hughes, William

H
Hamberger, G.
Hodapp, Clarence
Humphrey, Timothy

Fleck, Henry

Howett, Lester
Hart, Harry A.

Ferneding, Joseph
Farrell, Henry
Feigler, George
Green, Clarence

Herron, George
Herron, Frank
Haas, Charles F.

J
Janszen, August
Kiefaber, Harry

Kline, John
Laughlin, Edward

K
Krantz, Leo.
Kuntz, Andrew
i,
Lacken, Edward

Klass, Theodore

Larkin, E.

Leonard, Edward

Mahoney, Frank
Menninger, Albert

M
Murphy, Virgil
McMahon, James
Mahrt, Armin

Mahoney, George

Miltner, Francis

Mayl, Ellis

Mahoney, Joseph

Macklin, Thomas

Mack, Edward
McCullock, Wendell

Maloney, Daniel
N
Nugent, Fred
O
Ovington, John

©’Connor, Rev. Wm. Ohmer, John F., Jr.

Pflaum, Richard

Paul, Robert

Pp
R

Rankin, Harold

Ss
Shields, Charles

Stroop, Fred

Skelton, William

Stephens, Basil
Skelton, Eugene

Stowell, Allen
Sherer, Carl

Sutton, Joseph

=
Teigler, George

Theils, Charles

Underwood, Wm.

U
Underwood, John R.

Sacksteder, Roy
Sherlock, Edward
Stoecklein, Wm.
Sengel, Frank
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W
Whelan, Bernard
Werner, Wm. M.

Wollenhaupt, Ralph
Whalen H.

Wirtz, Chester
Wesen, Joseph

z
Zimmerman, Arthur

Bernard J.
Hanley

Bernard J. Hanley is Corporal, 73d Co., 6th Regiment, U. S. M. C., American Expeditionary Force.
We have no other details.

Frank
Mahoney

It is Captain Frank Mahoney now. ‘The former
coach of the various athletic teams at St. Mary
College has just been given this honor by Uncle
Sam, and at the age of 22 he is probably one of the youngest army
captains in the country today.
He entered the Camp Warden

McLean training camp at Ft. Ogelthorpe during the first class, and

was made a lieutenant at the finish of his course. In the second class
he was an instructor, and when his work was completed he was given
the title of captain.
Cyril G.
Clasgens

“Just received The Exponent of November which
was forwarded from home. Enclosed please find

$1.00 for a year’s subscription to The Exponent
Magazine. Am in the 323 Machine Gun Company and getting along
nicely. At present we are having infantry drilling, but hope to start
on our regular drilling as soon as we have.our company to its full

strength.

Sincerely yours, C. G. Clasgens, Co. A, 323 Machine Gun

Battalion, Camp Sherman, Ohio.”

Glad to hear from you, Cyril.

Frank G.
Hennessey

(Editor.)

_ Frank is “doing his bit” for his country.

He is

located at Headquarters, No. 158 F. A. Brigade,
Camp Sherman, Ohio. Piqua sent a good fighter

when Frank joined the colors.

Rolson
Morin

Rolson Morin is a prosperous farmer in Erie,
Michigan, and was exempted on those “grounds.”
His brother Roscoe, is probably at Battle Creek,
Michigan, with the “soldier boys,” by this time. Rolson expects to

motor to Dayton for Commencement.
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Harry B.

AT THE FIRESIDE
Harry is one of the law partners of the firm of Egan

Solimano

& Delscamp, having passed successfully the bar examination in Ohio some months ago.
Harry recently kindly consented to act as one of the judges at

the Junior Elocution Contest.
Dr. C. W.

Dr. Dancer has quite a “pull” in Dayton.

Dancer

established as a dentist at 11 East Fifth Street,
where he is making a name for himself as a busy

He is

dentist.

William
Durkin

William Durkin has a son, Thomas, who is endeavoring to become a virtuoso on the violin under

the tutelage of Bro. Louis Vogt of the Ccllege.
Our able alumnus is Secretary and Treasurer of the Gem City Boiler
Works, and is a prominent trustee of Holy Rosary Church. Six children make things alive around the William Durkin Home at 63
Notre Dame Avenue, Dayton, Ohio.

Linus

Linus of “southpaw” fame is still in the baseball

Wissel

game.

Wissel home.
lege.

He announced recently that he has a prom-

ising ball player who arrived November 4 at the
Up to date he has failed to register him at the Col-

Linus is busy with the J. T. Barlow Co., wholesalers in dry

goods.
Albert

Adelberg

Mr. Adelberg,

who was secretary of the

City

League for two years and manager at various times
of local basket ball and football teams, left for Bat-

tle Creek, Michigan, where he obtained a position with Armour &
Co. For the past three seasons he managed the Breckenridge Ath-

letic Club, of Louisville. At a farewell dinner he was presented with
a silver loving cup by his associates.

From
Canada

“T received your first bill as also your second reminder.

I suppose there is no use delaying any

longer, so you will find my dollar enclosed.

I like

to see the business-like manner in which you go after people now.
Keep it up, and you will make a success of it. From what I hear
everything is booming around the old College. No one rejoices more

over it than I do.

I’m too busy just now to enter into details about
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our own doings, but | may say that we are doing our little bit to

keep up the reputation of the S. M.’s.”
Joseph C.

Windbiel

Here’s from Joe’s recent letter:

“T have at last started to work in the chemical field.

At present I am in General Motors Co. laboratories.
The work deals with iron and steel of varying composition and uses.
I am running carbon by combustion. This is something I thought
pretty difficult at school.
“Of course, I couldn’t stay away from athletics very long, so I
played on Detroit Heralds this fall. We lost one game this season.

I am going to play basket ball with Y. M. O. of Detroit, being one
of their members. Sacksteder is also going to play with us. Detroit
U. will have a very strong team this winter. I hope Saints come
here and show them how to play.
“Give my regards and best wishes to the members of the Senior

and Junior Chemical Engineering Class.
“As ever, your friend, Joseph C. Windbiel, 1282 Baldwin Ave.,
Detroit, Michigan.”
Rev. Augustine
Metz

Father Metz writes:
“Enclosed please find check for $2 to pay my subscription to Exponent and also donation to Cen-

tenary Building. I read The Exponent with interest, especially the
Alumni Notes. Strange, some names are never in there. What has

become of the Cleveland bunch that attended S. M. I. with me? Would
like to know what they are doing. What has become of “the Owl,”
Wagner Mayer? He must have dropped out of existence for I never
hear from him. Trusting you are well, and with a Merry Christmas
and Happy New Year to you and all. Very sincerely yours, A. Metz,
St. Matthew’s Church, Osceola, Ark.”

“Owl” was teaching for some time, then became a “traveling
man.” He is hale and hearty. “Nay” Hart is a lawyer,—and married. Drop us a line and ask for more alumni’s doings. We’re look-

ing for live questions?
J. E. Maher

(Editor.)

“T just received your card of October 29 forwarded

from Greenville.

I believe I am correct in saying

this is the first communication I have received from S. M. C.
since the. dawn of the 20th century. I don’t know the nature

of the appeal referred to, but am enclosing herewith,my check.

My

interest in St. Mary’s has not changed in something over the twenty
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years’ absence, despite the fact that I have not heard from her, and
she has not heard from me. Every once in a while I meet good
Father Weckesser, Bro. Waldron and Bro. John Garvin or Bro.

Charley, and then I wake up. With best wishes and asking to be remembered to any or all the old-timers of 93 to ’96.

“T am, very truly yours, J. E. Maher, Union City, Ind.”

Wm. and Jos.
Seidensticker

Pardon my delay for not answering sooner and for
being so unthoughtful as to leave my subscription
to run out, the only excuse I can offer is “These exciting times.” I am enclosing two dollars for brother and myself and
I wish you all the luck and prosperity in the world, and hope to be
able to pay youa visit in the near future—maybe in khaki. In the
meantime remember me as ever. Yours, etc., Wm. and Jos. Seidensticker, 529 South Third St., Columbus, Ohio.
(
Newlyweds

In the next number we will give stories of the mar-

riage of Earl Ritzert, Carl Zimmerman, and Coach
Louis Clark.
Walter J.
Roemer, S. J.

Walter recently sent a dollar to The Exponent from
St. Louis University, where he is at present located.

Lawrence W.

From a recent letter:

Strattner

We wish to express our deep appreciation for your
congratulations upon the birth of my little son.

We are calling the little fellow Lawrence, Jr., and we sincerely hope
he will some day be a student at St. Mary University.
Your letter arrived simultaneously with the November Expo-

nent and I was much interested in the “With. the U. S. Army and
Navy” and “At the Fireside.” Upon receiving the “Exponent” I always look first for the Alumni Notes and am always mighty glad to
read of the activities and success of the boys I knew at school.

I

was also interested in reading about the “Centenary Celebration.”
I noted carefully the article regarding the “Centenary Building

Fund” and I trust a cause so worthy will meet with hearty support. Of course you realize that the numerous calls now being made for
different worthy causes in connection with the war will necessarily
affect the fund. Nevertheless, the Alumni and all friends of the College should do their “bit.” We wish the cause success.

ww

We'll give you “dope” on your old friends real soon.
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Kindly tell Bro. Wohlleben it would be mighty interesting to
hear from him when he hasalittle leisure as I am always interested
in hearing how things are “in the lab.” I am enclosing my check for
$5. One dollar to pay my subscription to The Exponent for the
coming year, and the balance to apply to the Centenary Building
Fund.

Sincerely yours,
Lawrence W. Strattner,
Industrial Chemical Co.,
Mechanicsville, N. Y.
William A.

William A. Roemer, who took up collegiate studies

Roemer

at Prairie du Chien, is at present at Hillyard, Washington, where he is studying in the Scholasticate of
St. Michael’s, a scholasticate of the Society of Jesus.

Leo A. Wolf

Leo A. Wolf is still living at 417 Alexander St.,
Rochester, N. Y., according to information we re-

ceived when Leo renewed his subscription to The Exponent.
Exponent

Herbert and Leander Bohnert, Al. Moeller, John

Renewals

Wohlleben, Bro. Joseph Fink, S. M., J. E. Maher,

Anthony Rasche, Bro. John Kautz, Edw. J. Kuntz,
Rev. Thomas Kearns, Leo A. Wolf, Frank G. Hennessy, J. M. Jacoby,
- J. J. Gramling, Clarence A. Tangeman, Francis Murphy, Walter A.
Roemer, S. J., D. M. Tolle, John F. Ohmer, R. M. Pulskamp, Virgil

J. Terrell, George F. Seitters, Joseph C. Windbiel, Sr., Harry B. Solimano, Frank M. Farrell, George Behler, Edward J. McBride, Jr., Rey.
Theodore Stuber, D. D., Herbert Finke, Theodore H. Barlow, Edw.
V. Stoecklein, Dr. G. W. Dancer, Louis J. Leyes, Ralson Morin, Wm.
L,. Seidensticker, Joseph Seidensticker, Bro. Andrew Schratz, S. M.,
Rev. Robert Mayl, S. M., C. Stuber, Ed. J. Zimmer, Lieutenant V. 4.

Farrell, C. E. Hartshorn, Joseph Weser, Charles H. Hollencamp.
Geo. A. Muth, Mrs. R. Roberts, O. Bonholzer, Sr. M. Cleopha, Cyrif
G. Clasgens, F. G. Kelley, Lawrence W. Strattner, C. Wehner, Jos.
A. Oppenheim, Rev. J. A. Canning, S. M., M. Leo Sullivan, Clarence
J. Schmitt, Rev. A. Metz, Earl A. Smith.
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HIGHEST HONORS FOR OCTOBER

(a

CollegeNotes
Collegiate Department
Senior Arts—Lawrence Weber, 93; J. Dean McFarland, 93.
Senior Engineering (Ch. E.)—John Roth, 96; John Crowley, 95.
Senior Engineering (E. E.)—Leslie Porter, 97; Paul Stanton, 96.
Senior Engineering (Mech. E.)—Russel Garrison, 95.
Junior Engineering (Ch. E.)—Joseph Schaefer, 94; Paul Ohmer, 92.
Junior Engineering (E. E.)—Joseph Holters, 94; Elmer Hess, 87.
Junior Engineering (Mech. E.)—Joseph Kuhn, 94; Joseph Moosbrugger, 90.
Sophomore Arts—Raymond Gorman, 95; Joseph Finan, 95.
Sophomore Engineering—William Boesch, 88; Matthew Cahill, 81.
Freshman Arts—Karl Weber, 92; Carl Mueller, 91.

Freshman Engineering—Mark Thompson, 92; Walter Curtis, 92.
High School Department
Fourth High—Herbert Abel, 96; Ivo Stelzer, 93.
Third High-A—Francis Farley, 92; Alfred Poliquin, 91.
Third High-B—Alvin Rabe, 90; Norbert Mott, 89; Godfrey Nordhoff, 89;
Joseph Nilles, 89.
Second High-A—M. Aufderheide, 96; Edwin Rohr, 94; Joseph Schwind, 94.
Second High-B—Henry Beigel, 94; Herman Raiff, 94.

Second High-C—Benjamin Seidenstick, 95; Lewis Scherer, 94.
Second High-D—Joseph Deddens, 98; Harold Melia, 96.
First High-A—E. Mueller, 92; A. Freiberg, 88; N. Lause, 86.

First High-B—Ernest Lamoreux, 94; Karl Woditsch, 93; R. Wintermeyer, 93.
First High-C—Lionel Bradmiller, 94; Herbert Brunner, 93; Victor Keuping, 93.
First High-D—Albert Tischer, 93; James O’Meara, 92.
Business Department
Second Year—George Roderer, 95; Arthur Gottron, 94; Urban McCarthy, 94.
First Year—Manuel M. de Castro, 95; Leo Poeppelmeier, 92; E. Helldorfer, 92;

J. Hammen, 92.
Elementary Department
Eighth Grade—Edward Gerlaugh, 93; Wesley Meyer, 93; Thomas Newman, 91.
Seventh Grade—James Hatcher, 95; Louis Stuhldreher, 95; Victor Comer, 94;
Thomas Doyle, 94.

Sixth Grade—Andrew Patko, 93; Kenneth Wessel, 91; Joseph Keller, 91.
Fifth Grade—Amer Keller, 91; Paul Musselman, 88; Francis Hollencamp, 88;
Andrew Aman, 88.

The different divisions of the boarding students enjoyed
Thanksgiving Eve in their club rooms with entertainment and lunches. The entertainments in the smaller
divisions were interestingly amateur, with the young chaps taking themselves
quite seriously.

Thanksgiving
Eve
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Over a hundred of the boarding students enjoyed Thanksgiving at home. The remainder enjoyed a splendid spread,
after having assisted at a service of thanksgiving in the

College Chapel.
Tyrolean

The guartet of singers, known as Alpine Singers and Yod-

Quartet

lers, gave an exceptionally fine entertainment November

27.

It was one of the excellent attractions of this year’s

lyceum attractions.
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Athletic Notes
VARSITY FOOTBALL
Wilmington—0
vs.
St. Mary—35

Confident, after their crushing victory over Findlay College, the Saints defeated Wilmington for the second time
this season, by the score of 35-0. The Red and Blue

played real football throughout the entire game, and the
final score showed their superiority over their ancient rivals.

Owing to the condition of the field in the former game at Wilmington,
little opportunity was given to the Saints’ backfield to figure in the tallies.
But with their own gridiron in perfect shape, McDonald, Virant, and Summers

showed their real class. With Heider, Malloy and Hughes tearing hugh gaps
in their opponents’ line, the final score proved how effectually the backfield
men followed their husky precursors.
44th Aeros—0
vs.
St. Mary—13

On Nov. 17 the Saints played one of the hardest games
of the season when they met the speedy 44th Aero Squadron of the Government flying school. The bird-men had
a lineup of old college men and ex-professional stars, but
the S. M. C. lads showed the result of their coaching and their real ability,

when they stopped them to the tune of 13-0.

The game opened with the soldier lads kicking off. Summers secured the
ball, and by a peculiar pass formation, which completely fooled the Army boys,
Kehoe secured the ball and raced half way down the field before he was

stopped.

Real football tactics were now resorted to, and Summers went over

the line after a series of bucks that netted large gains. The Aviators now
tightened up a bit and a spectacular contest resulted.
It was not until the

last quarter that Capt. Virant raced over the goal for the six additional tallies.
Virant, Summers, and McDonald starred for the Saints, while Kiefer nd
Rice were the shining lights on the Army side.

Ohio Northern—12 On a day almost too cold to play football, the Red and
vs.
Blue journeyed to Lima, Ohio, where they stacked up
St. Mary—0
against the fast Ohio Northern bunch. In spite of the
fact that the boys were determined to repeat the victory
of the St. Mary Varsity of three years ago, the Ada lads succeeded in getting away with a 12-0 score.
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The Saints were badly crippled in the start, when through hard luck or
questionable football tactics of the O. N. U. aggregation, Sherry, McDonald
and Summers were knocked out in the first few minutes of play. Berghoft
got his a little later, and Capt. “Skinny” Virant was badly crippled, but he
stuck throughout the game.
With three of the first line men out of play, ‘hs boys held to their knit-

ting, and held the Northern lads scoreless during the first half of the game.
The third quarter opened with the boys fighting with that tenacity ever
present in an S. M. C. team, but weakened by the rough and tumble attitude
of the opposing eleven, they failed to stop Richards, the O. N. U. captain,
who went over the line for the first points of the game.
The other half of the twelve markers was gained on a fluke. After holding the orange and black on the one yard line, the Saints secured the oval
and Dwyer stepped back for a punt. A beautiful kick was spoiled when it
struck the goal post and Diebel secured it for the second touchdown. Prominent football fans of Lima pronounced the game a “technical victory” for the
Saints, although they came away with the short end of the score.
With Heider’s right eye completely closed, and Capt. “Skin” considerably
skinned about the face, we were inclined to believe that the boys were the
participants in a “skin” game, inasmuch as it was played in a “skinned” gridiron.
In spite of their handicap the Red and Blue played football, real, clean,
scientific football. They played the game like they have played every game
this season, in the same sportsmanlike manner ever characteristic of an S.

M. C. Varsity team.
The lineup was as follows.
St. Marys (0)
POS Sy So

Position

nt tite,

ROR Gath arent ate Beebe ok
Rs
he ok ana cra
ek ne
RN
Re Oi
ER

Ohio N. (12)

Hee pha ciate eb Bas te ese eae
ee Gibson
PR
ca ae ai ees in aw
LMG ise FO
cn oes
6sOia based Katherman

Orne ee Ss i
se Oh
BE
We pee Veer
he
te eekSS ii
bates ee Se. vans pig tia geal see eae
SAT aa cea

te Ae Manton

ee ee
ces
la ke
Rare es ookPe ge ee

ak eee Landers

TR

i a ed eae Ee es aes RGBOCO

Sterling
eee

che

ns 0% laikicse'y cae

eis Fy Re ey aad Oe Sed ox OO ee deem a eee Knowales

RES ok ts re a aes ee pikes FS Re he <a
WON) ONAL Yc hs

Naea sok a Diebel

a ak ame te sg a ag ETS Nore oo a

MRE Rah,
ole eeeaeowsronea Be Bb
Substitutions—St. Mary’s:
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Sullivan for Sherry, Kehoe for McDonald,

Maley for Summers, Mendez for Berghoff.

Ohio Northern: Cuttingham for

Gibson.
Touchdowns—Ohio Northern:
Richards, Diebel.
Referee—Small, of
Michigan.
Umpire—McCune of Dayton.
Head linesman—Leonard of St.

Mary’s.
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44th Aeros—0
vs.
St. Mary—7

The last game of the season was played at the Soldiers’
Home, when the 44th Aeros went down to defeat for the
second time this year by the close score of 7-0.
The flyers were anxious for a return date after their defeat on the St. Mary gridiron on Nov. 17, and a game was arranged for the
amusement of the Old Soldier Boys. The game was a lively one from the
first minutes of play, and seemed that it would end in a scoreless tie. The
lone touchdown of the Saints came in the last few minutes of play.
Kiefer kicked off to the Saints, who secured the ball and began a steady

march down the field, when a fumble gave the Army lads the ball. The teams
then surged up and down the field in straight football style until the last
quarter broke up the series of goose eggs. The boys had held the Army for
downs, and within four minutes of the referee’s whistle, Virant spoiled Kiefer’s Punt, and Casey fell on the ball for a touchdown. “Skinny” added another point when he booted the ball squarely between the posts.

VARSITY BASKET BALL
The passing of a successful football season at St. Mary College reminds
us that basket ball is next on the list, and all attention is now being directed

to the winter sport of the court.
for the Varsity “pill-tossers.”

And this season should prove a lively one

BESS ee NakeS SHS TF
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Although the Saints lost Windbiel, Krusling and Hochwalt by graduation,
and Coach Bemis Mahoney via the Army route, great hopes are placed in
Bill Sherry, St. Mary’s all-around athlete who will fill big Frank’s position.
Several new men have shown real class in the tryouts, and Bill figures he has
a combination of stars in Hess, Deckwitz, Roth, Virant, Weber, Hughes,
Summers, and Martin. Deckwitz, Hess, Roth and Virant have all been seen
in Varsity suits, but Weber, Martin, Summers and Hughes are all new men.

“Russ” Summers has played halfback on the Varsity eleven for the past
two years, and has demonstrated the fact that he can handle the pill with no
mean ability. Weber is a former St. John’s University man, who has played
basket ball with many stars of the game today, and is able to cage the apple
from any angle of the floor. Hughes (Hefty) is in a class all by himself,
knows the game clear through, and he looks good to Sherry.

‘Fritz’ Martin

hails from Peoria, Ill, and played forward on the fast Spalding University
team. His ability to dodge his opponents and to pull off “hook shots” will no
doubt land him a regular berth with the red and blue.
So there is a bright future ahead of the Saints for the 1917-18 basket ball
season, and although we regret the passing of the old stars, this season will
prove that St. Mary has a “real” team as of yore.
Manager Virant has almost completed the schedule, and we expect to
meet, and incidentally to beat—

Dec. 8—Earlham at Dayton.
Dec. 15—DeSales at Dayton.
Dec. 19—Capital U. at Dayton x
Jan. 5—Antioch at Yellow Springs.»
Jan 17—Rose Poly at Dayton. y
Feb. 1—Detroit U. at Dayton.
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Feb. 8—Western Reserve at Dayton.
Feb. 15—Detroit U. at Detroit.
Mar.
Mar.

1—Defiance at Dayton.
&8—Muskingum at Dayton.

JUNIOR FOOTBALL
The Junior Football Team consisted of:
ton, P.

R. Dorger (Capt.), Stopf, Thorn-

Gottron, Teasdale, Swint, Donovan, Ovington, Abels, Malloy,

Von

Beseler, Brink, Howlett, Gallagher, Grote, Reyna, Meredith, ‘MePadden, Deddins, Bernard Hughes (Coach), Edmondson (Mer.).

Juniors—0
vs.
Beavers—20

Juniors—14
vs.
Cc. C. C.—13

On Oct. 7 the strong Beaver “11” defeated the Juniors in
a well-played game. Outweighed but not outplaytd, the
Eleven put up a fine game against their heavier opponents.

On Oct. 14 the Juniors defeated the Corpus Christi Cadets
in one of the most exciting games ever staged by a
Junior eleven. The playing of Abels, Swint, and Capt.
Dorger for the Juniors featured. Ed Dwyer played best

for the Cadets.

Juniors—7
vs.
Seniors—6

On Oct. 21 the Juniors handed the Seniors the short end
of a 7 to 6 defeat.

The Juniors’ score came when Swint

picked up a fumble and ran for a touchdown. The only
excitement during the game was a 75-yard run by

Blanchett.
Juniors—16
vs.
U. B. Cadets—0

On Nov. 3 the United Brethren Cadets played their initial game against the crafty Juniors and were handed a
defeat. In the first half most of the second string men
were in the lineup.

Donovan, the Juniors’ end, played a

r

fine game.
Juniors—24
vs.
Cadets—0

On Nov. 24 the Juniors again handed the United Brethren
Cadets a defeat. On account of the cold weather open
play was impossible. The line plunging of the Juniors
was great.

Juniors—25
vs.

On Nov. 25 the Juniors closed their season with a wellearned victory over the Mascottes. In the second quar-

ter, Teasdale tore loose and ran 80 yards for a touchdown.
In the last minute of play Gottron zigzaged his way
through the line and ran 35 yards for a touchdown. The George brothers
showed up best for the opposing team.
Mascottes—0

On Nov. 1 the Juniors and Steele High School engaged in a practice game,
preliminary to the Saint-Findlay game.

20 pounds to the man.

The local aggregation was outweighed

Steele won 42 to 7.
3

a

465
LJ

O

THE S. M. C. EXPONENT

Christmas Missile Throws
CI}
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WHAT THE BIG BOYS WANT FOR CHRISTMAS

Heider—Another trip home and a chance to win laurels in basket ball.
Kersting—An ideal dairy lunch, fewer knockers at the College and more
study periods.
Lechleitner—Advice on what profession to follow, Japanese lessons in
wrestling and more class periods.
Killoran—A maxim-silencer for nights and a dumb-waiter at meals.
McFarland—Another office, another chance to raise $1917 and a key to
the stage piano.
StuhImueller—A helping of dates from 924 Heaton, and a private room.
Virant—Two new teeth, a special wire to “Indian” apartments, and per:
mission to take a walk with the division.
Huber—An anti-blushing remedy, a man’s height and better hours at
Kroger’s.
Tony Wolf—Someone to translate “De utilitate stercorandi,” a village
belle and a razor.
Babe Weber—News from Lima, a new bowling team and another box
from home.
Orcasitas—Warm weather, some

English, a sack of Porto

Rican Bull

Durham, and a card for an anti-whistling society.
Porter—A marked deck of cards.
Stanton—A place for walnut hunting.
Roth—The picture he returned to Hamden, Ohio.
J. Crowley—Another job, besides chemical engineering and the Journal.
Garrison—Permission to smoke in the lab.
Mendez—His skull.
Happensack—A doll-baby to play with during study periods.
Lause—A pair of guni-soled shoes and bullet-proof trousers.
Hess—New set of brains.
Deckwitz—A little work in the electric lab.
E. Hughes—An evening with Lou Sille.
Holters—Learn how to play race-horse and a stein for three.
Summers—Another trip to Lima.
FRESHMAN WIT
Teacher of Chemistry to Kochis: “When rain falls does it ever rise again?”
Kochis:

“Yes, sir.”

Teacher: “When?”
Kochis: “In dew time.”
Teacher (interrupting): “That will do, Kochis.

Leave the class-room!”
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FOOLISH QUESTIONS
How many days till Christmas?
Is Heider going home today?
How many times will Happensack go to Cincinnati before Christmas?
Where does Mendez go on Saturday nights?
Could Donaghy behave during a lyceum entertainment?
Could Hart, Casey and Maley pick up parlor-room manners?

Is Heile an engineer?
Why does Halpin look like Sourd?
How is Kochis getting along with foreign friends?
Could St. Mary’s put up another building if she installed pay-stations
at the entrance? (Porter and Lause, please answer.)
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Christmas Suggestions
Cut this out and make your X mark in front of the articles you wish to
purchase when you come to this store.
Christmas Cards
Christmas Boxes
Bronze Desk Sets
Brass Desk Sets
Military Books

Emeralite Lamps
Gold and Silver Pocket Knives

Gold and Silver Pencil Holders
Conklin’s Self-Filling Fountain Pens
Waterman’s Self-Filling Fountain

Children’s Books
Children’s Games
Gift Books
Diaries
Dictionaries

Pens
Trench Mirrors
Globes of the World
Desk Calendars
Mottoes
Globe-Wernicke Bookcases

Dictionary Stands
Bric-a-Brac

Dennison’s Handy Boxes
Pencil Sharpeners

Smoking Outfits

and many other ar icles suitable for Christmas gifts.
Goods held for Christmas delivery.

Mail orders given prompt attention.

The Everybody’s Book Shop Co.
21-23 West Fifth Street
DAYTON, OHIO

Buy Useful Gifts for Him
Hats, Caps, Shirts, Bathrobes, Swagters,
Neckwear, Hosiery, Jewelry, etc., are
always useful and acceptable.
DO YOUR CHRISTMAS BUYING EARLY

SNYDER’S
Hatters — Furnishers — Tailors

15 E. THIRD ST.

Builders’
Hardware
A SPECIALTY |
Lawn Mowers
Lawn Rollers
Garden Hose
Screen Doors
and Windows
Chicken
Netting

‘
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Be sure and ask for

and

Dayton Ice Cream

Fly Screen
LEONARD REFRIGERATORS

Absolutely Pure and Wholesome
Manufactured by

TOOLS AND CUTLERY

Dayton

3

and Dairy
THE 6. W. TISGHER COMPANY) !ce Cream
ompany
/

Dayton, Ohio

When you needasuit

Perfection Butter is the Best

ASK ONE OF THE

“Old Boys”

Cleaned, Pressed,
Repaired or Dyed
and want it quickly, call on

Where he gets shaved and has his hair

cut.

Robt. mM? Colburn
Only one square from
the college

He will surely tell you

The Y.M.C.A. Barber Shop
Y.M.C.A. Bldg.

3rd and Ludlow

G. R. KINNEY & CO.
Big Shoe Store
BIGGER AND BETTER THAN EVER
114 and 116 E. Fourth Street

bs

34 N. Main St.

